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tranquil routine of the fort continued unbroken. Willett
said no more of his project and Lewis imagined that it
was postponed; then ceased to think of it. Herriot made
no move.
One evening at dinner Herriot leaned across the table
and poured wine into Lewis's glass. They had so often
shared their wine that Lewis gave no more acknowledge-
ment than a movement of his hand; the talk was not
interrupted. Ballater announced that he had been sowing
radishes; Jedwell didn't believe that the advance ^ of the
Allies near La Bass£e could be maintained. Lewis con-
tinued a conversation with the Dutch captain.
"Anything you want from the Hague?'1 Herriot broke
in. "I'm going on leave to-morrow." Lewis understood
then that the wine in their glasses had that night a special
significance; it was the last they would drink together, for
Herriot would not return from the Hague; and he was
sad, as though this were an old friend he was losing. The
day became suddenly memorable and he cast his mind
back over it, remembering how Ballater had given him a
pair of field-glasses with which to observe the movements
of a reed warbler on the farther side of the moat, and how,
while he stood with the glasses to his eyes, a little group
had assembled behind him, eagerly discussing the resig-
nations of Fisher and Churchill. The edge of the moat
was deeply fringed with yellow iris, ablaze in the sun, and
apple blossom was coming out.
These fragmentary details, by which alone day was
divided from day, persisted in his imagination while he
walked with Herriot in the courtyard after dinner. He
could not free himself from the thought that they would
never see each other again, or would meet as strangers,
their intimacy lost After the war, if both survived, they
would speak of to-night—this walking up and down
together, their unconfessed reluctance to separate, the
little incident of the wine, and would struggle to recapture
the vanished mood. But they would fail, and, after a few
hours of friendly pretence, part, leaving over their next
meeting an intentional vagueness.

